

d8 the oJTlfoore of V enice* 

Lod. Who, I my Lord/ 

Oth . I, you c<id wilh that I would make her turtles 
Sir (he can turne,and turne,andyet goe on, 

And tume againe, and {he can weepc fir, wcepe 5 
And fhe’s obedient, as you fay .obedient. 

Very obedient \ proceed you in your teares. 

Concerning this fir : O Weil painted pafsion; 

I am commanded home : — get you away, 

Jle fend for you anon : — Sir,! obey the mandat. 

And will returne to Veniee i — hence,auant, 

Cafsio {hall haue my place ; and fir to night 
I doe intreat that we may fup together. 

You are welcome fir to Cyprttt , — goates and tnonkies, 
Lod. Is this the noble Moorc.whom our full Senate 
Call all in all fufficient i This the noble nature. 

Whom paflfion could not (hake ? W hofe folid vertue. 
The {hot of accident, nor dart of chance 
Could neither graze nor peirce ? 

Jag. He is much changed. 

Lod. Are his wits (afe f is he not light of brains ? 
lag. He's thac he is, I may not breath my ceDfure, 
What he might be, if what he might, he is not, 

I would to heauen he were. 

Lod . What.ftrilte his wife. 
lag. Faith that was not fo well ; yet would I knew 
That ftroake would proue the worft. 

Led. Isirhisvfe? 

Or did the letters worke vpon his blood. 

And new create this fault ? 
lag. Alas, alas s 

It is not honefiy in me to fpeake 

What 1 h -ue feeneand knownc $ you {hall obferue 

And his owne coiirfe- wdl denote him fb, 

That i may lane my fpeech : doe but goe after him. 

And marke how he continues, 

L od. I am lorry that 1 am deceiu’J in him. Exeunt. 

Enter Othello and Em i Ilia. 

Oth. You haue feene nothing, then. 


Exit. 
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Em Nor euer heard, nor euer did fcfpeft 
Oth. Y es,and you h^ut fccnc CaCsia «. » 

- >- d- > fe no fhcarf ^ 

Each fil. able that breath made vp betweene’em 
Oth What, did thy nener whifper ? 

Em. N ucr,myLord. 

Oth. Nor fendyou out o’the way ? 

Em. Ncuer. 1 

°L r Ntt^w^ ,mSk > l,er Sl<»«,.or nothing 
Oth. That’s ftrange. 

Em. I du r ft my Lord, ro wager {he is honeft 
Lay downe my foule at ftake : if you thinke other 
Remoucyour thought it dothabufe your bofom/ 

If any wretch ha put this in your head * 

Let heauen require it with the Serpents curfe 
For if Ihe be not honeft, chafte,and true 

There’s no man happy, the pureft of their wiues. 

Is foule as flander. Fxit f„ . 

Oht Bid her come hither, goe, - 1,lu 

She fayes enough, yet {he’s a fimple bawde 
That C2nnot fay as much: this is a fubtle whore 
A cloietj locks au J key, of villainous fecrets * 

Andyet {het’i kneele and pray, I ha (eeneher do* 

~ r .. t 1 ^ nUr D£fdemona *»d Emilia. 

E)ef. My Lord, what is your will ? 

Oth. Pray chucke come hither. 

Def. What is your pleafure? 

° th r {; c , t u mc , fce >;? ur c y«~looke in my face. 

™ c f What horrible fancy, s this ? 

Oth Some of your fun&ion Miftrifle 
Leauc prccreants alone, anb {hut the dore 
Coffe, or cry hem, if any body come, * 

Your mi ftery, your raillery ; nay difpatch. 

t P °T 7 kn . ees > wbat your fpeech import? 

I vnder ftand a fia ry in y uur words r v - 

•Bur nor the words. 

Oth. Why, what art thou? 

: . c w ' os ■ 



